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enliven  his  poem with a little of that passion
which bids fair, I think,  to usurp the modern
muses  altogether.      I know  not   how   far this
episode is  a beauty upon the whole; but the
swain's wish to carry " some faint idea of the
vision bright," to entertain her, " partial listen-
ing ear," Is a pretty thought.    But, in my opi-
nion, the most beautiful passages in the whole
poem are the fowls crowding, in'wintry frosts,
to   Loch-Lomond's   " hospitable  flood;" their
wheeling  round,   their   lighting,   mixing,   div-
ing, 8cc.;   and   the glorious description of the
sportsman.    This  last  Is equal to any thing in
the Seasons.    The idea of " the floating tribes
distant   seen,  far  glistering  to the moon,"  pro-
voking his eye as he  is obliged  to leave them,
Is a noble ray of poetic genius.    " The howling
winds,"   the   " hideous   roar"   of  " the white
cascades," are all In the same style.

I forget that, while I am thus holding forth,
with the heedless warmth of an enthusiast, I am
perhaps tiring you with nonsense.    I must, how-
ever   mention,   that the  last verse   of the six-
teenth page is one of the most elegant  compli-
ments I have ever seen.    I must likewise notice
that   beautiful    paragraph,    beginning,   f6 The
gleaming  lake,"   8cc.    1 dare   not   go Into the
particular beauties of the two last paragraphs,
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